PASSAGES FROM ARABIA DESERTA

villain, under the natural semblance of worth. Of sheykhly blood
and noble easy countenance, he seemed to be a child of fortune,
but the wretch had not camels; his tent stood therefore continu-
ally pitched before the keUa: more than the flies, he haunted the
tower coffee chamber, where, rolling his great white eyeballs, he
fawned hour by hour with all his white teeth upon Mohammed
Aly, assenting with Ullah Akhbar! cGod most high,3 to all the
sapient saws of this great one of the kella.

Lapped in his cloth, the poor derwish sat a day over, in this
sweetness of reposing from his past fatigues. The third morrow
come, the last of the customary hospitality, they were already
weary of him; Mohammed Aly, putting a bundle of meal in his
hand and a little water-skin upon his shoulders, brought him
forth, and showing the direction bade him follow as he could the
footprints of the caravan, and God-speed. Infinite are the miseries
of the Haj; religion is a promise of good things to come, to poor
folk, and many among them are half destitute persons. This pain,
the words of that fatal Arabian, professing himself to be the
messenger of Ullah, have imposed upon ten thousands every year
of afflicted mankind!

DEATH  BY   THIRST.    THIS   FATAL   ISHMAELITE!
Beduins soon came in who had seen our derwish slowly travel-
ling upon the lower haj road: clear was the weather, the winter's
stm made hot mid-days, but the season was too chill for such a
weary man to lie abroad by night Weeks after other Beduins
arrived from Medina, and we enquired if they had seen aught of
our derwish? They hearing how the man was clad, answered
'Aft biBah we saw him lying dead, and the felt was under him;
it was by the way-side, by Sawra, (not far down,) almost in sight
ofthekdla.9 Sorry were his benefactors, that he whom they lately
dfamfflsfrd alive lay now a dead carcase in the wilderness; them-
sehres might so mishap another day in the great deserts. All
vote; cried at once, 'He perished for thirst!3 They supposed he
had poured out his water-skin, which must hang wearily on his
feeble neck m the hot Boons. The sight was not new to the
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